
The Life and Death ' 

this happy breed of men, this little world. 

This precious (lone fet in the lilver Sea, 

Which i'erves it in the office of a wall. 

Or as a Moatc defenfiue to a houfe, 

Againll the enuy of leffe happier Lands, 

This blefled plot, this Earth this Realme, this England, 
ThisNurfe, this teeming wombe of Royall Kings, 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds, as farreftom home. 

For Chriftian fervice„and true Chivalry, 

As is the fepulcherin ftubborne Iury 

Of the worlds ranfome, blefled Maries fonne. 

This Land offuchdearefoules,this deare deare Land, 
Deare for Iter reputation through the world. 

Is now Leas’d out (I dye pronouncing it) 

Like to a Tenement, or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 

Whofe rocky fhore beates backe the envious fledge 
Of watry Neptune,is now bound in with fhame. 
With Inky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds* 

That England that was wont to conquer others. 

Hath made a fnamefull conqueft of it felfe. 

Ah, would the fcandall vanilh with my life. 

How happy then were my enfuing death ? 

Enter King, Queene , timer le, Btt{hy Greene, 

Bagot,Ros,and Willoughby . 

JV.The King is come, deale mildly with his youth. 
For young hot C.'oalts, being rag’d,doe rage the more, 
£>u- How fares our noble Vncle, Lancafler ? 

Ri. What comfort man ? How ill with aged Gaunt ? 
Cja. Oh how that name befits my compofition : 

Old Gaum indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me griefe hath kept a teadious fall. 

And whoabitaines from meate, that is not gaunt : 
For fieeping England long time have I watcht 
Watching breeds leannelie, leanneffe is all gaunt: 
The pleafure that feme Fathers feed upon. 




of Richard the femd. 

Is my ftridf fad, I meanc my Childrens lookes. 

And cherein falling, haft thou made me gaunt : 

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones* 
Rich. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names ? 
fart-No. mil'cry makes fport to mocke it felfe : 

Since thou dofl feeke to kill my name in me, 

I mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee* 

R ic. Should dying men fi atter thofe that live ? 
<7rf«.No,no, man living flatter thofe that dye. 

Ric. Thou now a dying, fayft thou flatter ft me. 

Ga... O no, thou dyeft,though Ithe (ickerbe* 

Rich. I am in health I breathe,! fee thee ill- 
<?<«*, Now he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: 

111 in my felfe to fee, and in thee, feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no leffer then the Land, 

VVhercin thou lyeft in reputation ficke. 

And thou toocarelefle patient as thou art. 

Commit’ft thyannoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phyficions, that firfl wounded thee s 
Athouland flatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

Whofe compaffe is no bigger then thy hand. 

And yet encaged info final! a Verge, 

The wafteis no^wbit lefler then thy Land, 

Oh had thy Grandfir with a Prophets eye, 

Seen? how his fonnes fonne, fhould deftroy his fonnes, 
From forth thy reach he would have layd thy fhame, 
Depofing thee before thou were pofieft, 

Which art pofleft now to depofe thy felfe. 

Why (Cofin) were thou Regent of the world. 

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe: 

But for thy world enieying but this Land, 

Is it not more then fhame, to fhame it fo ?• 

Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 

Thy (fate of Law, is bondflave to the Law, 

And — . — » 

B.*ch. And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted foole, 
Picfeming on a n Agues privelledge, 
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